PUPPETS THROUGH AMERICA
The school has a laid-out open air theatre in the woods
where every year a Shakespeare play is performed; but we
put up the puppet theatre in the fine school hall, and eqoyed
a performance that was carried along by the enthusiasm and
generous appreciation of the school   We stayed with Janet
Whitney and her artist husband, Janet Whitney having just
published her successful biography of Elizabeth Fry, and
while with her met some of the Benet family and paid a
visit to N. C. Wyeth, the painter, whose illustrations of
Stevenson's works are so well known.   Wyeth is a man, a
stout fellow; he has curly hair, and a studio full of old
guns and model sailing ships.   Somewhere in a corner he
has some pictures, too, and he hauled out large canvases,
vigorous paintings of Maine, the cliffs and seas and the
fishermen, all alive, with bright illumination and vivid
colour.   The fishermen were all his friends.   And what a
nice house with the large wood fire, the family's paintings
round the big room, and the leafy Brandywine country turn-
ing red and gold outside, and golden leaves falling on the
white, painted house from the artist's own trees.   It was
pleasant at Westtown and we were stealing into the Fall;
the leaves were turning and the Indian corn was cut and
stacked in fantastic cones of great dry leaves crowned with
the tasselled head piece that, in the dark, looked like wander-
ing Indians.
Flash! And we were being met at Trenton, and driven
out to Flemington by Miss Turner, the County librarian,
who met us with the library, or that part of it that travels
the countryside. We were to give a performance for the
County Library in the Baptist Chapel, a red brick and white
stone building outside, with a tall white spire, and a very
white and elegant and eighteenth century inside. If all
librarians were like Miss Turner we authors would have no
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